Drum , trumpets ind [bit* 
Florifh , apeecc goes off. 


The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Now the King drinkes to Runlet, come beginne. Trumpets 
And you the Iudges beare a wary eye. tlx while. 

Ran. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ram. Iudgement. 

Ofirick. A hit, a very palpable hit. 

Laer. Well,againe. , . 

King. Stay, giue me drinke, Hamlet this pearle is tbine. 
Heeres to thy health : giue him the cup. 

Ham. He play this bout firft, fet it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you ? 

Laer. Idoeconfeft. 

King. Ourfonnefhallwinne. 

Quee. Hee’s fat and fcant of breath. 

Heere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes, 

The Qneene carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Catrayd doe not drinke. 

Ouce, I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

'King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by. 

Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord, He hit him now. 

King. Idoenotthink’r. 

Laer. And yet it is alrnod againft my confcicnc e. 

Ham. Come for the third Laertes, you doe but dally. 

I pray you paffe with your beft violence 
I am Cure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo, come on. 

Ottr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Haue at you now. 

King. Part tl lem , they are incenft. 

Ham. Nay come agai ire. 

Ottr. Looke to the Qneene there howe. 

Hora. They bleed on both fidcs, how is it my Lord i 
Ottr. Howl ft. Laertes? 

Laer. Why as a woodcock to mine owne fprindge Ottrickj 



Prince of Denmark 

I am iuflly kild with mine owne treachery. 

f jam. How dooes the Qneene f 

King. SHee founds to feethem bleed. 

Quee. No, no, the drinke, the drinke, d my deare Hamlet, 

The dripfee the drinke, I am poyfned. 

Bam. O viltanie, how let the doore be lock’t. 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is heere Hamlet , thou art flame* 

No medcin in the world can doe thee good. 

In thee there is not halfe an houres life, 

The treacherous indrument is in my hand 
Vnbated and enuenom’d, the foule praftife 
Hath turn’d it felfeon me, loe heere I lie 
Neucr to rife againe, thy mother’s poyfned, 

1 can no more, the King, the Kings too blame. 

Rm. The point inuenom’d to,then venometo thy work'e. 

dll. Treafon,treafon. 

King. O yet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 

Run. Heare thou incedious damned Dane, 

Drinke of this potion, is the Onixe heere l 
follow my mother. 

Laer. He is iuflly ferued, it is apoyfontemperdbyhimfelfe,’ 
Exchange forgiuenefle with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not vppon thee, 

Nor thine on me. 

Rim. Heauen make thee free ofit,Ifollow thee 
I am dead Horatio, wretched Qiteene adie w. 

You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance. 

That are but mutes, or audience to this aft. 

Had I but time, as this fell fergeant Death 
Is drift in his aired, 6 1 could tel l you. 

But let it be $ Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liued, report me and my caufe a righC’ 
Tothevnfatisfied. 

Hora. Neuerbelieueiti 
I am more an anticke Romainethen a Dane, 

Heere’s yet fomc liquer left. 

Ham. Asth’artaman 

Qiueme the cup, let goe, by heauen lie hate, 

O. 





